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lins and guitars and tamborines, while the
castanets mark the measure, till the stars above
the patio come out to watch us, and grow larger
and larger eyed in wonder at our amusement.
And then, as we pause for breath, and go out be'
neath the palnvleaves of the patio for coolness,
we see the queen of night, with silver radiance
clad, moving across the blue floor of heaven, and
in spite of sorrow and in scorn of death

"We look into ihe future far as human eye can see,
Sec the rapture of ihe world and all the wonders that will he."

And so, as I began to know Seville, I came to
love it more and more, and to find in its customs
and courtesies things characteristic of Spanish
sentiment which were not to be found elsewhere
in the Peninsula. After all, the Spaniards thenv
selves are the best judges; Andalusia is the heart
of Spain, the province most courted by the sun,
best loved of poets. Its wine is better than the
wine of other districts, and its women are fairer
than those which are to be found north of Cor-
dova. And so I came to love the province and its
capital.

"Give us wine and women, mirth and laughter;
Sermons and soda-water the clay after,"
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